CHAPTER XI
EVERYTHING that happened to him during the
next few moments seemed to Samuel Leonidas per-
fectly automatic, and it was with amazement that
he remembered afterwards the absolute naturalness
with which he spoke and acted.
"You are Miriam di Mendoza's sister, are you
not?'* he asked, approaching Carlotta with his hat
in his hand.
"I am/* she replied.
There was no hint of invitation in her tone,
nothing of cordiality. She looked at him as at an
intruder. Nevertheless, he stepped over the paling
and approached her.
"Is this wJbere your and your sister live?'*
"It is not/*
"It seems to me to be a sort of little common-
wealth here," he went on. "Even if we are all under
separate roofs we are all surrounded by the same
wall. I have just taken a bungalow here.*'
"Indeed. Not this one?"
"No, not this one/*
"Then I think you had better not stop/' she
advised, "Mr, Granet is rather a peculiar maa He
does not like strangers about the place/'
"An old friend of yours, then?**